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screw with its brilliants, and the white jasmine
worn in her jet black hair as if to prove that black
and white could co-operate and make a vision
of beauty. The sight of all this struck the ascetic
with wonder. It was most unusual beauty, designed
to capture the mind of any man. Why, alas,
did such beauty come before the ascetic on this
fateful day ?
It did come before him on this day and it
struck him with wonder. In his wonder at
such beauty he looked full at the woman for a
half minute.
The woman smiled a little and bent her head
and said, "Sir, what is the need for a light
here?" and added: "If you will kindly send
somebody with me, I shall go to the village."
The ascetic felt a little abashed. " I called
for the Jight to take you within " he said, " Let
us go in, mother.'7
" Please send some one with me ; it is much
better that I should go to the village."
" Madam, where is the village and where are
we ? It is not the hour for a journey. I am
here to see that no harm befalls you. No harm can
Jbefall you in the presence of our Goddess. Pray
get in."